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SKIN, SCALP AND BLOOD

. VOLTAIRE AND WILHELMINE
A CURIOUS CORRESPONDENCE.

THE MARGRAVINE OF BAIREUTH 'AND VOL-
TAIRE. Dy Dr. Horn, Translated from
the German by Her ness  Prinorss

' Chustian of Sohleswig Ilolsteln. &vo, pp. 184
E geribner & Welford.

it . This volume contains a collection of letters
" written hy Voltaire to the Margravine of Baireuth
3 and the Margravine's answers to them. The letters
L were found accidentally not long ago.  They had
been sold with the possessions of the Margravine

3 and were supposed to have perished.  Princess
. Christisn, having translated the memoirs of the
2 " Margravine, naturally puts forward these supple-
mentary doouments in an English dress.  The
toxt which forms the commentary and connecting

. links is that of Dr. George Horn, s Germsn savant
. who docs not write very interestingly and has a
minimum of imagination. To the present genern-
tion, and especially to the American reader, the
b, lotters of Voltaire to the sister of Frederic the
Y Great will be interesting because of the light they
throw upon one of the most artificial schemes of

life devised by men. Voltaire was a great man

by right of intelleotual predominance. ~ He stood

fur above and king of his time. He was not

only a great thinker and writer, but he was &

: great mon of affairs.  He possessed that gift of
business which makes millionaires, Ile had no
difficulty in amassing riohes. He was a bold spee-
ulator and a successful one. Had he lived later
be would have made a colossal fortune on the
Bourse. In his own time he invested shrewdly
and to good purpose.  With the first literary rep-
utation in Europe, and means to support a princely
state, he might have been content, but he was
1 devoured by ambition, and ambition which, 8t
b this distance, appears singularly poor and ignoble,
' Frederie King of Prussia was a strange combina-
tion. A more cynically unprincipled ruler never

1 lived. He believed in the venality of everybody,
and he acted upon the abominable maxim that to
) attain his ends ali perfidy, sll mendacity, all vio-
' lence, wos legitimate. No king ever lied more
cold-bloodedly, systematically, and sudaciously.

No diplomacy was more crooked and treacherous

than his. No sovereign made more unjust and

' wanton wars. No head of a State ever ex-
hibited more indifference to the sulerings of his
subjects.  Yet, when some wicked aggression had

brought chastisement upon him; when his

notorious perfidy had incited his noighhors
against  him;  when, after outrageously
Larrying  peaceful  territories  and seiz-

ing the possessions of others right and left, he
encountered some erushing defeat, as at Hochkirch,
the lamentations uttered by this erowned high-
wayman might have been thought to proceed from
the most innocent and the most unjustly perse-
cuted of inen—o man who only wanted to be let
alone, and whose turbulent neighbors were
continually bullying him. In truth, he brought
upon himself all’ his troubles, and it is & pity
that his personal sufferings were not greater.
They might have brought him a realizing sense of
what his subjects endured beeause of his insati-
able and lawless ambition.

In peace Frederic indulged tastes which deserve
to be called foolish. He really had very little
literary talent or judgment, but he aspired to be
thought a poet and a philosopher, and his vanity
drove him into the advanees to Voltaire which
resulted so disastrously for both. Voltaire on his
part was not less absurd. Being what he was,
there were no appointments or dignities at the
Court of Berlin which could ennoble him. But he
was childishly delighted with the idea of being
the comrade and confidential friend of & king, and
was simple enough to believe that Frederic would
submit to be guided by him in affairs of state.
The young King of Prussia never entertained such
a thought. He was willing to admit Voltaire's
pre-eminence in literary matters, and in a make-
believe fashion to avow him master, but, after all,
even this condescension was little more than
genteel comedy, and it is extremely doubtful
whether at any time it represented a tangible ele-
ment of sinoerity on either side. Frederic em-
ployed Voltaire to amuse him. Veltaire, who was
& rapacious old man as well as a vain one, eagerly
grosped the material gifts of the King, and plumed
himselt inordinately upon his order and his
gold chamberlain's key. The King wrote exe-
crable French verses, which the poet corrected.
The poet wrote charming verses, though their wit
and subtlety have long since evaporated, and, sooth
to say, they strike the modern reader as insipid.

Voltaire was full of jenlousies. The high stand-
ing of Maupertuis (really a great man, and abomi-
pably libelled, not only by Voltaire, but by Car-
Iyle) irritated him, and he could not long restraic
his envenomed pen. Perlin indeed wos fertile in
misadventures for him. The transactions which
brought his quarrel with the Jew Hirsch into pub-
lie motice were, observes Dr. Horn, only such as
in these days would have been considered a bold
stroke of finance, Quite so, up to a eertain point;
but are there any modern Napoleons of finance
who would be justified by public opinion in doing
what Voltaire did about the bills of exchange?
It is surely hardly correct to say that a man who
{ssues bills of exchange to his own agent, and then
takes measures to have them dishonored, is doing
what would only be thought good husiness nowa-
days. But Voltaire did worse than this. It is
difficnlt to get at the exact facts, for the courts
were not impartinl when the King's favorite was
concerned; Lut it ocertainly looks as though the
philosopher had tried to swindle Hirsch out of
his dlamonds. Frederic professed to be shoeked at
all this: Frederie, who habitually seoffed at honor
in affairs of state, and held no tool too dirty to
be used, no method too infamous to be adopted.
The morality of this precious pair was the morality
of Peachum and Lockit; but the king of Prussin
possessed power, and of course his unserupulous.
ness was palliated. In the whale of the relations
between these men indeed there is something
grotesque, and the final rupture is not the least
bizarre feature of the unstable alliance.

Voltaire was always a dangerous guest, for no.
#$ody could tell where his satirical spirit might
sarry him, and as he had no more morals than
his host of Potsdam and Sans Soucl, he never hesi-
tated to ridicule, lampoon and libel Frederie when
his temper was black, as was quite frequently
the ease. Froderie, who yenrned to pose as i pro-
tector of letters and art, was also thin-skinned,
and when he gave way to spleen his actions some-
times were of a kind to recall the unsavory memory
of his father. DBy the way, Dr. Horn in this vol-
ume expresses surprise and regret that Frederlo
and the Margravine of Baireuth should bhave
spoken and written of that father disrespeotfully.
But is thers truly anything astonishing in this,
or unnatural, or wrong? Dr. Horn says that in
after life the Margravine * heartily repented her
want of filial respect.” We cannot believe this.
Filial respect was impossible where Frederic Will-
{am was concerned. If his abused and outraged
son and danghter stopped short of hating him, they
dld very well, for a worse father surely is not to
be found in hListery., Ile came within an ace of

murdering his son. If left to himself the ferosions
old brute would undoubtedly have taken the lad's
head. He did actually saerifice the life happl-
ness of the Margravine, whose consent to the mar-
ringe urged on her was due to her strong affection
for her brother in the main, and next by the eon-
siderstion that it would at least release her from
the tortures inflicted on her daily by her father
and mother., Probably she would have preferred
denth to any change offered her; but lacking that,
she secopted marriage.  Bhe could not respect such
@ parent, neither could she love him. He was a
furious tyrant, probably insane long before his
death, and be made the lives of all his family
utterly miserable by his cruelties and his constant

outrages.

Perhaps Frederioc was not wholly responsibla
for the arrest und detention of Voltaire at Frank-
fort when the poet was trying to get away, but
he was sssuredly responsible for the order to strip
Voltaire of all the gifts and marks of honor he had
received at Berlin, and that was a piece of re-
walistion unwortby a sovereign. In fact, there
seemus 10 have been an almost feminine spite about

the quarrel between these wen; and Valtaire's
subsequent hehavior, first exclaiming bitterly, then
secking revenge by caustio verses, and finally
Inmenting the hardness of Frederie, is not credit-
ablo on the seore of manliness. We find him
here, writing in roundabout fashion to the Mar-
gravine, beggzing her to intercede for him at
Berlin. Tt is not o pleasant spectacle. The Sage
of Ferney grovelling before all this tinsel of
royalty and bewniling with lavish wordiness the
misfortune which deprives him of Frederic's favor
and bounty, does not appear dignified, nor do
his grimaces and gesticulations and genuflexions
appeal to our sympathy. Nor, to speak frankly,
is his sincerity conspicuously in evidence in any
of these letters, They are full of high-flown
phrases and graceful homage and professions of
desolation and despair, and the rest of the flum-
mery which in thoss days passed for espirit
and polish, but nowhere is there a trace of eandor,
nowhere does the man Voltaire address himself
to the woman Wilhelmine, nowhere is there any
approach to that converse hetween souls which
alone can give life and substance and value to any
correspondence. '

The letters are frivolons with few exceptions.
Voltaire on one side, Wilhelmine on the other, stand
posturing, bowing, and smirking in what is no
doubt the highest style of deportment, but they
are intensely artificial, hopelessly unnatural,
fiagrantly masquerading. This applies to all Vol-
taire’s letters.  Of the Margravine it must he said
that when her brother's fortunes are sunk fo
the lowest ebb, when his foes are gnthering round
to give him the coup de grace, when he appears
to have reached the end of his earcer—and just
before one of his most signal successes, as it
proved—this devoted sister drops all her court-
artifices and stiffness, pours forth the story of her
bitter griefs with complete unrestraint, and gives
us o glimpse of eapacities which would surely
have made her felt more sensibly in her time,
could the powerful stimnins of deep emotion have
been  applied  steadily, She  could  write
simply, frankly and  well when  the
occasion  was  too serions to waste
time in turning pretty phrases. But as to Val-
taire, he is never caught with the mask off. Per-
haps there was no mask in his ease. Perhaps the
artificial style had become a second nature with
him. One wonders whether his mechanical adula-
tion, his automatic “ sugared swectnesses,” really
deceived his roynl correspondents.  Assuredly
they did not always deceive Frederie, who, having
once found out how unpleasantly like his own
traits were teveral of Voltaire's, sternly and un-
flinchingly refused to renew the old relations, and
held at arm's length the poor suppliant who =o
pitifully signed himself “ Formerly Brother Vol
taire.”

Dr. Horn does not seem to have made up his
mind as to the character of the poet's feelings
toward the King, for he employs expressions re-
garding the subjeet which eannot be reconeiled.
In one place he says: * Voltaire was truly devoted
to the Margravine, but equally so to the King.
He loved him with the passion & poet displays for
his hero,” ete. Elsewhere he observes that “ Vol
taire was unable to separate the interests and feel-
ings of his own person in judging of things; he
was never consistent, except in his negation of all
that was positive, On the one hand he spread ma-
licious reports about Frederie, whilst on the
other he Aattered him, One day he speaks of
having invented a new weapon of wir agiinst
him, and the next he extols his victories with
pride.” This doees not look much like love, and
least of all does it resemible passionate love. The
truth is that Voltaire's wvanity was fattered by
bis intimaey with Frederie, but the eymical old
philosapher cared little enongh for the King. Ilis
real feeling showed itself most feankly when he
was spreading malicious reports about his hero,
or making fun of the royal verses and the royal
aphoriems. Wilhelmine was a far more ingennous
ereature than either hee brother or his correspond-
ent. She possessed a noble nature, which was
much warped and stunted by the morhid eondi-
tions of her life, and by the misery which had en-
compassed her youth like an atmosphere, With
s good husband she might have outgrown all
these adverse influences, but the Margrave proved
unfaithful to her, and her suffering was enhanced
by the fact that hier successful rival was one of her
own ladies,

She indeed loved her brother sincercly and de-
votedly, and he returned her affection, as Dr. Iorn
says, “ to the full extent of his eapacity” —which
in that direction was never vigorous.  Wilhelmine
died on the disastrous day of Hoehkireh, She was
unaware of Frederie's rout, but possibly some oe-
cult sympathy depressed her already low vital
foroes beyond recovery. The King learned his
great loss while he was yet dazed with his defeat.
We have the testimony of eye-witnesses to the
genuineness of his grief and the foree of his emo-
tion: and yet there is something hollow and the-
atrieal about the scene. e is represented as de-
claiming some verses from @ Iphigenin® when the
sad intelligenee was brought him. Surely deep
grief does not often find expression in such melo-
dramatie ways. It must not be forgotten that
the age was one of much sentiment, and that if
this sentiment had not been generally so artificlal,
the grim renlities of the French Revolution might
have been averted. But the charncter of the
times was illustrated in the fate of Daminens—the
particulars of whose offence are not quite acon-
rately stated by Dr. Horn. That so-called regicide
really just seratched the august cuticle of Louis
the Fifteenth, and he was condemned to the most
awful torments that could be devised—torments
which kept him alive in agony a whole day, and
which were witnessed and gloated over hy
thousands of the people whosa sensitive souls
gushed in verse over every triviality. It was an
age when princesses and great ladles contended for
the privilege of reading ® La Pucelle” in manu-
seript; when perhaps the basest prostitution of
genius known to literature was accounted a great
achievement; when a Pompadour was the arbiter
of French destiny.

In closing his editorial labors Dr. Horn oh.
gerves: * If these pages should have heen able to
show the better and nobler side of Voltalre's char-
aeter, and by so doing soften the severe eriticism it
generally meets with, then our ohject has heen at-
tained.® To us it appears that the letters heve
published contribute nothing townrd the formation
of such an opinion. On the contrary, they exhibit
Voltalee at his worst instead of at his best.  If we
wish to study * the better nnd noblez side™ of his
charaeter, we must turn to the records of the
Calas cnse and to the evidences of his gallant per-
sistence on behalf of the oppressed.  But we shall
seele such proofs vainly in this eorrespondence,
which only reveals the height and depth of his van-
ity, and the oynical disregard of truth and candor
which made him delight in the sycophancy of
courts,

BOOTH’'S FIRST AMERICAN APPEARANCE,

From The Detrojt Fres Pross.

The story of the elder Booth's first appearance on
the American stage 1s told In this volume (“ The Actor,”
an anonymous book), and [t |5 one of the Lits of dra-
matio history that will live as long a8 the memory of the
great actor survives,

Ho was twenty-five years old when he arrived in
Ameriea.  Ho landed st Norfolk, Va., and at Itiehmond
b fuund & company :lulnu! under the mansgement of
Cliarles Gilfert, to whom Booth Introduced bhimsnif.
An gag t was 1 diately effeatod, and ho
Al his favorite charaotor of Richard 111, oni the
night of July 13, 1821 During the first thme acts so
tume Was the performance that Gilfert was in doubt
whathor he had not been the victim of an (mpostor
who had sssumed the name of Booth., This, however,
was the effect of iliness induced Ly his sen voyage,
but In the fourth and Gfth acts Richard was himsolf
again, and pever, says the historfan, did this gifted
genlug represant d;lm erook'd back tyrant with more
sutisfasction to ad andience, The ecéentric manager
was oostasies, and the audlence were elecirifiod,

A tpntlamn who w_mlk‘humnd Ihestie that
ﬂil’b éﬂtu.ﬁ':'lm his It ghter, who sat besids

m, s pared ;

» a, could jou see tho two spiders he was lgoking
at on the fAoor?

“ No, m{ dear,” was the reply, * but I thonght T felt
them Craw when he put bls hand to his bosoim 1o tear

Ibr& ofl,

Is extract s from the seenn referred io

P I 1o'l theo, cox, I'va lutoly had two splders
Crawling upon my star hapes,

Now, though thy friendly hand has brush'd 'em from

me

Yet -ﬂl l‘q erawl oll'!znum to my eyos.

I would have some ki L H
! h'ilnl.mnz frlogd to Lread upon ‘em
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Mr. Haggnrd's Jast story is a tale of simple ad-
venture; a fresh leaf from the note-hook of Allan
Quatermain, who is supposed to relate it after
dinner to his old comrades. The scene is wholly
Inid in Afrien, and the action is confined to hunting
large game and fighting savages. The hunting
aneedotes which lead the way to Malwa's revenge
are capitally told, and the adventure of the three
olephants is especially graphie. Maiwa is 8 pative
chief's dnughter, and her revenge is taken upon
her eruel hushand, who has murdered her ehild.
The whole episode of the joint attack upon Wambe
is spirited and interesting. It is more a novelette
than a novel, having hardly any plot and little
development of character. The illustrations are
generally good, but in the frontispicce the authot's
text has heen completely misconceived by the
nrtist.

MR,

“ Unele Tom's Tenement” is a novel with a
purpose, the latter being the illustration of the
social mischief growing out of tenement life. The
book is well coneeived and well written, One of
the best things in it is the speech of an employer
to his men.  The address may be found fault with
on aceount of fts length, but it is not dull, and
it puts sound and practical business philosophy
in 8 taking way. The tenement-house life is less
fully exhibited than the author's preface would
lead one to expeet. In fact, it looks as though
the interest of the plot had rather obscured the
criginal didbetio purpose. There is some meri-
torious character study in the story, and in more
than one instance the author has made free with
living and well-known people, merely employing

| enough disguise to conceal the fuet from * outside

harbarians.” It eannot be said that the problem
diseussed  is greatly illuminated. What to do
about the tenements is as much a puzzle at the
end as at the beginning, the fact that pulling
down the bad ones and putting decent buildings
in their place will not remove existing abuses
heing perlinps the most strongly emphasized. It
is indeed insisted upon that the only way to raise
the tenement population is to make them wuont
netter conditions, aud no doubt there is sound
sonse in this. It how the longing for hetter
things is to be created and maintained is not so
clearly shown, and that after all is the main point.
Sueh & book, however, is calenlsted to cxeite
reflection on the suhjeet, and may therefore stimu-
late invention and promote reform.

There is a weird tone about all Mr. Baring-
Gould's novels, and a curious admixture of realism
and romanee of the most old-fashioned kind
* Eve" is no exception to the rule. It contains
mueh enreful observation of nature and of pro-
vinelal English eustom. Mr. Baring-Gould's forte
is not, choracter deawing.  1le seldom attains any
subtlety in this direction. He has, however, dis-
eriminated Eve and Barbara strongly, snd they
serve well as foils to one another.  The wild Martin
and bis still wilder boy-brother are unnatural,
the hoy being almost unearthly; a kind of male
Fenells. There is a brusqueness in the dinlogue
generally which imparts an uncivilized flavor to
mueh of the story, and the action is full of melo-
dramatic tonches,  The singular mingling of styles
and methods produces an odd effect, but also adds
nn attraction which secures the attention of the
reader until the end—almost Hamlet-like in its
sweeping and comprehensive tragedy—is reached.

Nothing eould be less like Mr. Baring-Gould's
book than that of Lueas Malet. In * A Connsel
of Perfection” we have a cool, ealm, leisurely
stidy of three or four characters; hardly any plot
oF movement; no excitement whatever; but a
satisfoctory general effect. The intercst eentres
in an entirely unconventional heroine. She is al-
most middle-aged, and is a elergyman's daughter,
horn and bred in the eountry and drilled to the
monotonous functions of secretury and amanuensis
to her father, a learned man, selfisih and wholly
absorbed in his ponderous authorship. Brought
under new conditions by a trip to Switzerland, this
unsophisticated, freshi-hearted and sensitive woman
charms by her sweet simplicity a world-worn
bachelor, who presently offers himself to her.
She is strongly moved, for she returns his affection,
but if she leaves her father he will be unable to
replace her, and so she sacriflees her future, ac-
eepts spinsterhood deliberately, and, what is more,
finds eontent and even happiness in the way of life
she hos clected, ‘T'he study is full of delieate
art, nnd Lydia Costeen is a most attractive figure,
and undoubtedly true to u type possessing a great
many admirable charocteristics,

M. Du Bois-Melly has In * The llistory of
Nieolns Muss® founded a realistically elever sketeh
upon historical documents. e hos aimed at re-
producing the conditions of the period, has drawn
froely upon contemporary records, and hos pro-
dueed an interesting relation of the Massacre of
St. Dortholomew from the point of view of o
Swiss  soldier  attached to  one of  the
Huguenot chiefs who fell in that great slaughter.
The necount of the supposed pareator’s narrow
and hairbreadth escapes, the strange people he
encountered while trying to make his way out of
France, the ferocious hounding of the Paris fugi-
tives, the impulse given by the massacre to the
cruelty and blood-lust of all the blackgunrds and
ruffinns of the provinces—all is presented with o
homely simplicity which is very effective, and
which adds much to the verisimilitude of the story.
The translation appears to be well done on the
whole.

The author of * A Brother to Dragons™ and other
moke-believe old-time tales hos gained much in
paturalness hy the teansition from times and sor-
roundings, concerning wloch shs knew next to
nothing to times and surronndings with which she
is more or less famillar, ‘I'his ehange has also the
elect of exhibiting the range of her invention and
its quality, without sny disturbing conditions, and
the result is what should have been expected ; her

story-telling  power, that I8 1o say, appeoars
thin wnd feeble, and  even hwr  imi-
ttive faculty merely normal “* Virginia of

Virginia® is the story of a young country girl
of restrieted edueation, fmpualsive disposition and
w good deal of raw and awkward paivete, wh-
becomes cnmmored of a horsey Englishman, The
horsey Englishman does not care for Vieginia at
oll, though he is interested in her as o new kind
of phenomenon.  She is robust, rides like o Cen-
tour in the fashion of the Hawslian ladies, and
Is prone to indulgence in lttle tempers.  When
shie finds that the Englishman i engaged to a
girl who is not a fair barbarian, the obétreperous
heroine has recourse to the orthodox and haek-
peyed refuge of a “ decline® from which she

rouses Lerself in time to ennct prodigies of valor
in reseuing from a burning stablo the favorite
tnodhorse of the man she loves, and then diecs
in his arms. It is all orude and betrays not only
the "prentice hand, but a hand which gives little
promise of improvement. “The Quick or ths
Dend” was both grotesque and in bad taste. * Vie-
ginia of Yirginia® is dull

Mes. Wister hns made o capital translation of
Sohobert's fine novel. The heroine is a waif
literally picked up in the streets by an eceentrio
TRussinn Prince, who is struck by the child’s re-
semblance to a picture, the original of which he
hos heen wishing to diseover. He eauses her to
be edueated, and when she hos grown into n
beautiful young woman, snd the convent will
keep her no longer, her benefactor is dreadfully
perplexed by the responsibility foreed upon him.
A fortunate circumstance solves the diffienlty
and the young benuty, who by the way hos
green eyes, s elevated to high eank and poesition,
and before long rendered independent by the
denth of her aged husband. One of the minor
German Courts is smartly satirized in the eourse
of the story, which is full of the petty intrigues,
ealumny and back-biting of such places. The
characters ape clearly, fiemly and naturally deawn,
and the tale is decidedly interesting and clever.

The * Star of India” is one of those novels n
which the search for a mysterious jewel of fab-
ulous value §s complicated by the events of the
great Indian Mutiny. There is material for n
wilderness of romances in the solid facts of the
Intter, and hundreds of people encountered ad-
ventures then which if soberly related to-dny
would appear nlmost worthy to rank with the
* Tremendous Adventures of Mnajor Gulingan® as
set down by the vernejous Titmarsh, The * Star
of India® is a spirited attempt to maintain fletion
level with history, and in the course of it the
reader will find sufficient sensations of every im-

oppressive summer afternoon. He may bogzle
nt the great diamond itself, which certainly does
seem too large to swallow, but that little diffieulty
overcome there is nothing to hinder acceptance
of all the other marvels, for any of which the
Mutiny is a sufficient excuse and guarantee.

The stories in Mr. Shorthouse's new volume are
not of even merit. The fiest, * A Teacher of the
Violin," 15 a somewhat dreamy and indistinet story
of love and music.
violinist for the prineess, which portends tragedy,
is exchanged in the end for a quiet marringe with
one who eould seareely have Leen loved by her
hushand at such short notiee. The second tale,
“The Marquis Jeanne Hyacinthe de St. Palaye,” is
quite different and altogether pieturesque, and in
harmony with the period deseribed, The Marquis
is & fine example of the best of the old French
noblesse, and his inbred elivaley and
eourtesy are strilkingly exhibited throughout, and
most ehneacteristically in the powerful yet quict
geene of his death,  The fastidiousness and the pe-
pase of style, and the latent mysticism which
mark all this author’s writings, are distinguish-
ing features of these stories. :

The * Wessex Tales” of Thomas Hardy are
strongly individualistle, like all he writes, and
they are full of a rare local knowledge, n famil-
inrity with the parts of England he deseribes,
which proves long, patient and loving study of
both the eountry and the people. The tales are
grave and gay, though there is o eertain grimness
about, the merrirst, which is * The Three Strang-
ers” —a dramatie and fantastie sketoh, Others il-
lustrate provineial superstitions and eountry life
generally. The bovine slowness and stolidity of
the English peasants, theie obstinate conservatism,
and theie frankly brutal practicality, are brought
out admirahly, while the form employed gives to
the narrative a sharpness and impressiveness some-
times wanting in Me, Hardy's novels,

“ Brueton's Bayon”
motive of which is apparently to instil into the
haughty insularity of the New-York mind a renl-
Izing sense of the intelleatual possibilities of the
Southwest. The smug and self-satisfied young
New-York business man, wlo is detained by the
lameness of his horse at Brueton's Bayou, and there
presently meets his fate in the form of o bhrilliant
nnd beantiful girl of the region, has the nonsense
taken out of him very tharoughly hy his Southern
experiences. It must he =aid that Lis hehavior
under the severe cross-examination of the gallant
major is marked by a rother dublous anxiety for
peace nt any price, and that flaally the young
lndy is practically foreed upon him in a way which
is not altogether creditable vo his heart, iowever
his head may stand: and perhaps Mr. Habberton
intended this typieal Gothamite to eut o somewhat
abject flgure, and eertainly he does not shine hy
comparison with any of the Drueton family, or
with the chivalrons and self-sacrificing  Major.
“ Miss Defarge” is o strong study of a very reso-
lute pnd self-centred young woman, who aceoms
plishes many things by sheer foree of will, But
the most interesting and chorming figure in it is
that of Elizabeth Dysart, the blond beanty, a
kind of modernized Dudu—* Iarge and languishing
and lazy"—but of a sweetness of temper and gen-
eral lovableness not to he surpassed. In some re-
spects she is more of a heroine than Miss Deforge,
who, with all her fine qualitics, is o little hard.

The story which gives the title to Miss Jewett's
colleetion does not strike us ns by any means the
best in the book. * The Courting of Sister
Wishy," * Law Lane,” * Miss vek's IPromotion,”
* Miss Tempy's Watchers,” where only two per-
nre rach and all better in their severnl ways.
They represent an insight to and understanding
of life in New-England and espeetally on the coast,
which is productive of the most genuinely realistic
effects. The local ntmosphere s always repro-
duced with conselentivas falthfulness, and the
curious, half-sententious talle of the village pro-
ple, the discussion of thelr narrow interests, the
manifestation in them of common emotions maodi-
fied by their pecnliar training, is all set forth with
wonderful minuteness, delicacy and ocertainty.
One feels that Miss Jewett is sure of her ground;
that she has travelled every fout of it that hor
people have been under her microscope a long time,
and are all fully soslyeed and eatalogued; and
that above all they are real people, to read whose
conversations is like perusing a pmrticularly good
piece of *interviewing.” A capital exumple of
this r'i-lra‘ of Miss Jewett's art is the lttle sketoh
“ Miss Tempy's Watehers,” when only two per-
sons appear, and they elderly women who have
|||!dl'r:Igl et to sib up during the night preceding
Miss Tempy's funeral. They converse, and from
their talk we obtain elear and suffelently full
views of their lives and their claracters, and the

rooess is perfectly simple and natueal, and the
nterest, through these simple means, is main-
tained throughout, It is exeellént literary worl,
and in its kind unsurpossed.

Mr., Richard M. Johnston leads his readers in
quite another direction. His field of observation
is Georgln, and he has surveyed it with conseien-
tious industry, with humor, and with scientifi
completeness.  These studies and sketches revenl
unsuspected oddities of loeal sharaeter, nnd what
may be ealled regional peeulinrities, In many ways,
They are full of a faseinating qualntness, o slow
rurnl philosophy, and a generally wholesame etli-
eal tone, The nuthor uses diaslect treely, without
doubty, and it is not alwsys ensy to render this
dialect into the English understanded of the people
nt large, but he does not rely upon dinleet to
give flavor to his charncters. They are sharply
differentinted, and their traits are indicated by
their behavior and the matter, not the manner,
of thelr speech, No doubt there was formerly
more individunlity than now in what were then
practically isolated ecommunities.  The raileosd
ias advanesd material prosperity, but it has at
the same time done much to level distinctions,
nnd onp--r-iallji in_the vountry, In the time il
Iustoated by Mr, Johnston, moreover, there wera
fewer soeinl differences and more geneenl inde-
pendence. ALl men felt free to spealc their minds
upon oocasion, and as canversation wns necessarily
enltivated in small communities which were prne-
Hrnllf’ bookless and paperless, people got the habit
of talking fluently and otten wrlll. They devel-
oped whatever strong tendeneles were in them,
with complete unrestraint, too, and the con-
eciousness of manhood which lay belind all theie
existenes stimulated them to solid thinking now
and then, Suech loving and intelligent studies ns
these, of n period aliendy so obsalete, possess
more than a mere literary value.  They have dis-
tinetly historie importanee and will some day
ho ™ ed as invalusble documents for the
reproduction and vivification of an extinot past.

The wild passion of the young |

refingd |
| of the back rooms and an extremely unkempt jooking

is an exeellent tale, the |

|

THE DIKE.

JULY BURNS AND THE BUMONGE.
11

Ransome, July 24.—A% we left the shanty In the
early dusk fo go to Mr. Grant's, " up on the aldge of
the dike,” wo each bore two cLps of blane mange, ar-
ratiged on respective plated Orlsndo, however, was
not thus burdened. e only had with him his ever
present sense of his own Importaice, and his unlimited
capacity for proteotive barking; thus equipped he
naturally felt that he was ready to go anywhere, and
he eantered on ahend with the ntmost satisfaction.

1 ought to have mentloned that when July Burns
had brought the milk and the moss fogother with Ler
omler, and had given us directions for the coneoction,
sho had nogicet-d fo tell us the quantily of moss re-
qulted fir ¥ur given amount of millk Our one great
fesr when we eame to consult our judgment in the
matter was that we shonld not use enough moss fo
suflclently thieken the milk, and we kept putting In
one spray after another as the milk was heatinge.
My friend remarked several times that we sheuld
never be forgiven If the stufl shouldn’t “set" in the
cups so as to tarn out lke Jelly. “ Whatover hap-
pens,” sho sald, “ this bumonge must fell.”

I had to go up to Mar Baker's and borrow a
stralner, and ns a gravy strainer was all that sho
had, It was with the utmost difficulty that we poked
tho wammn mixture with s tesspoon through the
stralner in very small quantities at a time. In our
anxlely a good many drops went on the floor In a
very epagulated state. and were instantly gathered
up by Orlando, who developsd a strong liking for this
Kind of food.  We wers dirsetly relieved of our fear
lest this product should not Jell, for befare 1t was half
pushod theough the strainer it was nearly as st as
chens, oF rather like the white of a hard-bolled egg.
and by the time It was In {Le cups was &0 solia
it would require a knife and some muscular power
to attack It. My fellow laborer thought there was
too much moss, and 1 thought there was not enough
milk: we were buth of the oplolen that it would be
a capltal diet with which to bulld up tha tissues of

| the young man Iying disabled at Mr. Grant's, The

nginable kind to banish slumber on the most | blane mange wad a good look to It and it tasted well,

and these two lmportant requisites doclded us to take
It to Mr. firaut's, as we had beoen told.

The Cirants lUved tn an old house, set so near the
mad that carvisges ninst occasionally run over s
flat front “door stope.” Tt had not a tree near It
and from 15 sonth “end window® thero must ha an
extensive and Insplring view of the dike. It was too
low for even its chambers to command s glimpse of
the ocean, Tt was low In strueiare and low toned In
gvery way; beloved of chimney swallows apparently,
for, a5 we approached, severnl of those birds were
fiying in and ont of the enormous mouth of the
chimney. The eracked and blackened front door had
a row of small window panes above it  The door
was swing open and in the entry sat Mr. Grant
smoking. his back to the passer-y, and his legs sup-
portesd on one of the stairs, which began thelr ascent
dlreetly opposite the door and not many feet from it
My Grant twmed his head when he heard onr foot-
steps, clinched nis pipe tightly between his teeth and
called out, #oyddy: Lyddy! Here's company

Wo Immediately heard a Umping sound from one

women came Into the eatey, nodded at us and sa'd:

“ Danlel, 1'd know's anybo'y o'n git by you,
setthy’s vou be?

M, Grant now tool bs pipe from his mouth, hitehed
hie ehnlr & 1ittls to one slds and sald:

SEf ihey ean't git by me. Lyddy, you know thers
aln't & woman In the wurld but what can git round
me.”

1o ehnekled and we smiled as wa pushed fnto the
Kitehon whers the woman beckoned us, bearing our
plates as elrcumspectly as we could.

As she shoved chalrs toward us, Mrs. Grant sald
that Juiy had told her that we were goin' to be so
kind &% to make some Lumonge for that unlueky
fellob &= had Lroke nisself about all to pleces. Wo
explalped that we wers asked to malke the blane
mange, but we bad never made any befors and didn't
think we had been very suceessful.  Mrs. Grant
pulled lier spectacles from her forehead down to her
eves, looked at the countents of the cups and sald it
seemed 10 have jelled. I replled that we feared It
had not felled but petrified, whercupon she smiled
and gnessed we pul in too much moss, but it was 8
good deal better to have ton much than too Httle,
Thi< vas gall in such a genis]l way that we both felt
in better spivits than wo had done since we had been
requestad to make this arilele of food, The terrler
wnd also encournged to put his forspaws, which wers
quilte muddy, up on Mrs. Grant's lap and to recelve a
few Xkind pats, which he took as no more than his
dAue, She told us that this dog had como to her
house befors our areival, and she had fed him several
times, In seamed * awful thin and awful lonesome,
and I tell yon T pitied him. I'd have took him in,
only our eat won't have a dog 'ronnd.  But he looks
as If he hnd found some good friends now.”

fere a door onened the other side of the house,
boarls ercaled, flabby partitions wavered, and then
July Nurns appearced In the open doorway. She
greeted us silently, then sat heavily down In a chair
near the door, and Immediately began to meditate.
Mre, Girant moved her hand slightly toward July
and sall, Just as If she were not present, “ That’s u
way the has, I &'pose khe’s a restin’, I often wish
I could vest 's easy 's that. Talnt no use tryin' to
rougs her.  8ha'll ronse herself when she gets ready.”
This prophecy was evidently fulfilled wbout ten
minutes later when July lifted her broad face and,
claneing at the dishes on the table near us, she
hoped we'd had good luek, but then a child eonld
make bumonge; thers want no diffikilty "bout that,
No one made any reply to this, and Mrs. Burns went
on {p say that her young man, that {s what she called
her patient, and T thonght he wonld have liked to hear
her, bad dmpped (nto & doze and  she thought she'd jest
come out 'n' change the scens a lttle,  Sha thought
nuswws was espected too much to stiek to the sick
room and git slek thelrselves,

While she was speaking she had put her hands to
the sides of her chalr, as she had done at our shanty,
and hard thus elsen to her feet.  £he wallied over and
Iooked at the blane mange, putting the squars end of
her fat forefinger on to it

“&imps to mn,” she sald, “ i1's fest lkes Infy rubber,
I ' know whether my young man can cat |t or not,
ar If he does eat it, I wouldn't wonder If it distressed
him. Didn't have no Inck, did ye?*

“If It wern India rubber weo wanted, we had the
best of Inek,” sald my friend. somewhat tartly.

“r didn't know ‘s anvbody eould holp making
bumongn right,” sald July.

1lera Mys, Grant Interposed by saving good humor-
edly that It made all the differenca In the world
whethee & person was used to a thing or not,  And
then July sald she'd come over to our shaniy Ia a
day or two and she'd show us, for Ukely 's not
there'd bo more needed.  As for this mess, why, it
her young man eouldn’t eat (t, sho could, as she loved
them kind of vietuals,

Before she had finished thesn remarks we heard &
tossing, and some muttersd and impatient words from
the room whets we deelded that July's young man
was Iving.  She heard also, and befors she laft ns fo
go th him €ho sald he was Jest as fretful s he could
be, anid shé nover yet worrled til folks stopped bein’
fretful.  8he told us further that he had sald something
ahout sendin' to Boston for one er them trammed
nusses, 'n' sho told him f he wanted to fling away his
maney ho might, but that she herself wouldn't give In
to no trained nuss that ever stepped.  “ He aln't sald
nothin® more 'hout It sense,” she sald In ecanclnsion,
Then the floor ereaked sesin and the partitions
vitirated, a8 ghs weut back to her patient.

Even the good-humored Mrs, Grant seemed ronsed
by the mention of trained nurses, a subjeet upon
which her Ideas wers vague, but emphatie.  Bhe sald
with great force that human nature—I think she
meant humanity or charity —had bid her take In that
poor erftter wher he got throwed and smashed up so,
'u' her house was tnrned topsy-turvy for him. Homan
nature had gone so fur, but 1t couldn’t ba expeeted to
go to the length of havin® a tralned nuss under hor roof,
She was goin' to stop there, It July Burns, who had
took care, fust 'n’ last, of nigh everybody at the eut
on the HUrant, savin' summer visitors, couldn't do for
him, why, then he needn’t be done for under her roof,
' she was prepared to tell hm so, If it come to that.

Mr. Grant hore spoke from the front entry, where
he had contlnued smoking.

“Now, Lyddy,” he sald, “ don't ery *fore your hurt,
July Burens "I1 git that feller up In & week or two.”
He looked full at us, took his pipe from his mounth
and In a barely audible volen he continued, “ Any
feller that had the wit of o goose "d git up off his
slek bed plaguy quiel, so's fo git where Lo couldn’t
seo nor hear that woman.  Now, in my opinfon, that's
the kind of a nuss to hev.”

Iis wife ssid * Danlel " but Daniel only went on
smoking. We rose to terminate our cell,  We sald
constralnedly that if we conld do anything wa hoped
they would msk us froely for our help, Mre. Grant
went out u jow yords alung the rosd with us. 1
thought he had come thus far thal he might say

gomething, but he stopped in the sames objectieas way
In which bhe had started, went back, then told us
over hig shoulder that he guessed we should have a
;:m:lnll hay ltl\'l o trmll'gr. h

s words peca the facts that Mr. i
mowlng machine was broken, and My, Pt?:h mli
wus drunlk.  These facts wa had for a moment for-
gotten. It was bright starlight now. Thare was
not & breath of wind, not & sound, even the otean

was nolscless, A5 wo walkied on two women on

Diseases Cared by Cntlcarn Memedies when oy
#prings, Doctors and all other Medleines Fail

Having been s sufferer for two years and & half from 5
dlsease caussd by o brulse on the 102, and having been
cured by the CUTICURA REMEDIES when all othey
methods and remedlos falied, T decm It my duty o recom.
mend them, I visited Hot Springs to no svall, and trisq
sovoral doctors without supcess, and at last our prineipal
dmggist, Mr. John P. Finlay (1o whom [ shall ever fon]
grateful), apoke to me about CUTICURA, and ©
to glve them a teial with the resuit (Fat 1 am perfecuy
eared. There ia now no sore about m* I think 1 cen
show the largest surfuco where my safferings sprung from
of any ono in the Btate. The CUTICURA REMEDIES
are tha best blood and skin cures manufactured. 1 refer
to Drugglst John P. Finlay snd Dr. D. C. Montgemery,
both of this place, vnd to Dr. Smith, of Lake Low, Miss,

ALEXANDER DEACH, Greenville, Misa

Mr. DBoach used the CUTICURA REMEDIES, at oup
tequest, with resulta as above statod.

A. B. FINLAY & CO., Druggista,

MUROFULA 7 YEARS CURED.

I have been troubled with scrofulm seven years, which
first atarted on the top of my head, giving me lofinicg
teouale, with itehing, off of dry waien,
and s watery liquid exuded from under the scsles
1 trested It for soven years unsuccsssfully, and was up.
able to eheck It untll I found your CUTICURA REME
DIES, One box CUTICURA, one cake CUTICURA
SOAP, and eno bottls CUTICURA RESOLVENT tom.
pletely cured me, my skin becoming perfectly clear and
amooth.

8 J. DAV
Artosla, Los Angelos Lalség]
SHIN MSEASES 5 YEARS CURED.

Your CUTICURA REMFDIES did wonderful things
for me. They cured my skin discase, which has been of
fivo years' standing, after hundrods of dolinrs had
spent In trying (o cure It Nothing did me an
until I commoneed the use of the CUTICURA RE
DIES,  Our houss will never be without them.

MRS, BOSA KELLY,
Rockwell Clty, Calhoun Co., Ia

Bold everywhere. Price: CUTICURA, 80 eantag
BOADP, 25 conts; RESOLVENT, #l.  Pmpared by the
POTTER DRUG AND CHEMICAL €0., Boston, Mas

Send for * How to Cure Skln Diseases,™ 04 pages, 80
{llustrations, and 100 testimonlals
N JES, biack: “pough, chappe r
D APLES, Vackbeatt g5t SR ot o oy

p X0 RAEUMATIZ ABOUT ME:

In ono minute the CUTICURA ANTLPAIY

\ PLASTER relieves Bheumatle, Sclatle, sudden
horseback came cantering rapidly by us from th
direction of the Brant, 1In the dust they Lad runl

sharp and nervous Palns, Strains and Weak.
nesses,  The first and ouly paln-killog Mas
ter. 25 conta,

now appearad the tall fizure of Ozias,  He was com-
tng from the post oifliee,  Me was breathless,  Hs
sall he thought he eoald run 's fast’s them horses,
but he found he eauldn't.  He had brought us letters,
anid we wers afraldl of a sirange letier for fear it
might be a reply 1o our advertlsement concerning
Orlando. Perhaps the tercler had the samo fear, for
ke manifested even more than his usual hostilite
toward Mar BRaker's {djit.  1e ran snapping at tha
heels of Ozias In the most reprehensible manner possi.
ble, and Ozias capered about ludicrously to avold him,
Iowever funny the pretence was for us on-looke
we knew, nevertheless, that Orlando was & wicke
dog to act thus, and In a moment I had eaptured him
and held him on one arm. from which position he
growled to say that his opinion of Ozlas was un.
chan ged, From the very first the terrler had
eherlshed =1 was going to say an unmanly—but ecep
talnly an undogiv dislike of the poor creature in
human gulse, and all pemaonstrances and rchastise.
ments from nus bkad avalled nauzht But Oziag
saomed to rﬂn\-n no malice. I was not &0 sure abous
Mar Baker's sent‘ments on this sabject.

The half-witied being was grotesquely jovfol be
cause ho had brought us mors mall than usual, for
he hal a couple of pennles for each paper and letter;
thus the iee eream and ecolle fund was growing, and
he wis becoming partlally veconelled to the fact thas
ho was forbidden to go on to the dike when the mow.
ing machine was there. In explalning this matter to
us Mrs. Daker had sald that the Lowl hadn't seen fit
to give 'Ziks as many brains as some had, but he did
have as many arms and legs, and she for one woa
gofn’ to try to keep um from being hacked off,

CHANOCE HITS OF ACTORS.,

SOME ODDITIES OF SUCCESS.

In these days when the personallty of actors and
actresses has eome to be considered of almost greater
Importance than thelr ability, t Is not difficult to
understand how geat successes may br attained by
thoso who least expect them. Formerly when stock
companies wera maintalned In every city of any Impor
tanee, the members of the company were solected for
thelr *all-tound® ability In thelr speeisl lines of
business, An actor of the bottor class might be relied
upon to be generally acceptable in any par: for which he
might be cast. Now that plays arc sent all over the
country with the orlginal companies, managzers seloct
thelr people mot beeauss of thelr average ability or
long experlence, but because some peeullarities of
appearance and manner eminently fit them for special
parts. Under thess efrcumstances It Is easy to sea how
acting has eome {n the majority of cases to be rather an
exhibitlon of personality than of art. With actors so
selected, [t s only natural that here and there Instances
should ocear whers the representatlon should appear
to be perfect, It Lias been truly said that every man
can play ons part well, that part being necessarily
one that sults his nature, his appearance and his
peculiarities of volee, manner and action. He has
only to be himself upon the stage, and any aector of
sxperlence ean be easy and natural under such con-
dltlons, The accidental meeting with such fortunately
fitting parts has made the success of half the stars
who are now prominently befors the public.  They
are cast for parts that suit them, and having made
hits, which arve ofien as surprising to them as to thelr
friends, they buy the plays In which they have been
successful, or, If that Is not possible, have other pleces
written, In which similar characters are made the
pivot of the actlon.  Very frequently these attempts st
reproduction fall entirely.  An actor who has a good
comedy part in a serfons play may male a hit not

alone becausa of his Individual performance, but on
aceount of the contrast to his eiforts aflorded by his
associates, [le |s therefore likely to be decelved ns
to the value, s fur at least as its money-drawing
powers go, of his work. A singzular Instance of this
was shown by J. B, Polk. He was the first Phippi
in the * HBanker's Daughter®  Phipps was Polk, and
Polk was Phipps. Karely has there been a happlet
blending of actor and part.  His seenes * went™ with
continuous shouts of Iaughter. Surely, Mr Polk
thought, if 1 ean get a play bullt roand a somewhat
similar character it will * go.*  This (dea was carred
out lu “ The Gentleman from Nevada,” but the rhy
did not draw. What was simply an eﬁeclh'o yelief did
uot make a strong ccutre of jnterpst.

One drawback to reliance upon a chance suecess
or onn due to personality Is that it Is scarcely ever
ropeated.  The late John T. Raymond had been trying
to bo a star for many years bhefore he happened to striks
Colonel Bellers. Out of this ons part he made &
fortune, which it 1s to be pegretted he did not know how
tc keep, tut when “The Grided Age” was worn ou'y
he was nover able again to maks any large profits.
e tried plays {noumerable, but though some afforded
him a falr return for his lahor, he was never again
alle to achieve a remarkable hit, Miss Kate Claxton
had the good luck to be the fiest Lonfgo fu the * Two
Orphans,” at the Unfon Squam Theatre. The part
1= so sympathetie, being such a centre of interest, that
In the languago of actors, “it plays Itself.® Miss
Claxton was wise and fortunate enough to secure this
play for starting purposes, and although she had to
pay & heavy royalty, she lald by mauy thousand
dollars.  In her case, too, the acclidental success has
never been repeated on anything Mke a similar scale,
sonson after season she has tried new plays, and
though she this spring found one that appears 10
promise well, Its value s pot you deinitely settied,
and in any event will be far less than that of the
*Two Orphans.® When poor Murdock wrote * Davy
Crockett™ the El;y wns first ofered to John T, Ray-
mond. e did not think it In his way, and Mrs.
Raymond advised ths suthor to send Tt tw rank
Mayo, FEvery theatre goor knows the result.  For at
lenst ten yoars Mayo played  Davy Uiockett” and
aecumulated s =nog competency.  Lut he grew tieed
of the part even before the publie did, He made an
exponsivo venturs In Shakospearean plays and failed.
Then he trisd to foree * Nordock,” and though he m
beginning to make It accepted, he last season revi
In additfon a verslon of the *Threo CGuardsmen®
The publie had learnt to (dentify him with Davy, and,
exesllont actor though he is, did not eare for him so
much In any other pact.

Prior to the production of “ Pinafora * at the Stan-
dard Theatrs, there probably was not & more unfortus
nate sctor In this country than Tom Whiffen. Nearly
everything he had been assoclated with falled. Yot
he was a clover actor, a good singer and violinist, and
@ fale writer.  He was cast for Sir Joseph Porter, and
Lis Instant suecess Is & matter of history. HIs
poculine neat, precise and rather poimpous methods
wore exactly the things needed In the part. On the
strength of the suecess e was made first comedian a8
the Madison Square Thostre, and for several yeard
drew & salary of §160 a week, and his wifo was also
taken Into the company. Early in the same sean0nt
that Ollver Doud JLiyron becuine a star he applied for &
position in & Daltimore stock eompany at a salary of
£40 & weok, and Was not wscopted. Not very long
afterward ho came fo that theatrs as & star with his

sensational drama * Aeross the t'onlmnh'nm ‘:l'

for his share in one weelk $900. It was In
tov, that & young stock actor, M. B Curtls, who b
playing at Fonl's on & small u? induced e
manager 10 try his plece, * Sam’l ol Posen, iy
prov onnm:r film ulam T.“'”'%”f:.'?'?f :‘Pmlﬂmr :=
Nt ounta of modern hits.
short lived, but Curtis made » large sum and his ;
touk cae that he did not s
When the * Danites® was
way Theatre, now Daly's,

The outcome s that to-day he

the Parson, overshadowed Ranking 8s the hero, B
‘% Bartley Campbell wrote “ My Eﬂ"w‘
n uw"‘lu nppﬂmer. et I wuctoss

Mﬂthmﬂmm




